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SCENE, a Hall in M. Goop wir's Hoe. 


Goop wilt lat. 


- 


TELL it is to we ſurpriſing, that out of the 
multitudes who feel a pleaſure io getting an 
eſtate, few or none ſhould taſte a ſatistactlon in be- 
ſtowing it, I am at preſent, I thank heaven, and my 
own induftry, worth a good 10, ol. and an only 
daughter, both which I have determined gg give to 
the moſt worthy of my poor relations, a 
I have ſent ro ſummon em. The girl ] have bred 
up under iy own eye; ſhe has ſeen nothing, knows 
nothing, and has conſequently no will but mine.— 
Here ſhe comes. 


Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. Did you ſend for me, Papa? 

Good. Les; come hither, child. I have ſent for 
you to mention an affair to you, which you, I believe, 
have not yet thought of. 

Lucy, I hope it is not te ſend me to a Boarding- 
School, Papa. 

Good. Be not frightened, my dear child, you have 
done nothing to offend me. Butanſwer me one queſ- 
tion — What does my little dear think of a huſband ? 

Lucy. A huſband, Papa! O la! b 

Good. Come, it is a queſtion a girl in her ſixteentk 
year may anſwer. Should you like to have a huſband, 
Lucy? 

Loch. And am I to have a coach ? ö 

Good. A coach, no, no: what has that to do with # 
huſband ? 3 Lucy 


ö e 


Lacy. Why you know, Papa, Sir John Wealthy's 
daughter was carried away in a coach by her huſband 3 
and I have been told by ſeveral of our neighbours, 
that I was to have a coach when I was married, In- 
deed, 1 have dreamt of it a hundred times, I nevcr 
dreamt of a huſband in my whole life, that I did not 
dream of a coach, I have rid about in one all night 


in my ſleep, and methought itwas the pureſt thing in 


the world! x 

Good. Lock up a girl as you will, I find, you can- 
not keep her from evil counſellors, { Aſide.] I tell you, 
child, you muſt have vo coach with a huſband. 

Lucy, Then let me have a coach without a huſband, 


Good. What had you rather have a coach than a 


huſband ? : 
Lucy, Hum——I don't know that——But, if 


you'll get me a coach, let me alone, III warrant I'll 
get me a huſband, | 


Do von, Papa, but find a coach, 
And leame the other to me, Sir; 

For that will make the lower approach, 
And [ warrant we ſhan't diſagree, Sir, 

No /parks <will talk to girls that walk, 
Pre heard it, and confide in't: 

Do you then fix my coach and fix, 
1 warrent Pliget one toridein't, to ride int, 
1 warrant, Se. 


Good, The giil is out of her wits, ſure. Huſly f 
who put theſe. thoughts into your head ? You ſhall 
bave a good ſober huſband, that will teach you better 
things, | | 4 

Lucy. Ay, but I won't thaugh, if I can help it; 


for Miſs Jenny Flant-it ſays, a ſober huſband is the 


worſt ſort of a huſband in the world. . ; 
__  Geod. I havea mind to ſound the girl's inclinations. 
Come hither, Lucy ; tell me now, of all the men vou 
ever ſaw, whom ſhould you like beſt for a huſband ?_ 
Lucy, 


kj 
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Lucy. O fie, Papa, I muſt not tell. 
Good. Ves, you may your father. 


Lucy, No,, Miſs Jenny ſays I muſt not tell my mind 


to any man whatever, She never tells a word of 
truth to her father. 

Good. Miſs Jenny is a wicked girl, and you muſt 
not regard her, Come, tell me the ttuth, or I ſhall 
be angry. Tell me, I iaſiſt upon it. 

Lucy, Why then, of all the men I ever ſaw, in my 
whole life-time, I like Mr, Thomas, my Lord 
Bounce's footman, the beſt, a hundred thoufand times. 

Good. Oh, fie upon you ! like a footman ? 

Lucy, A footman ! he looks a thouſand times more 
hke a gentleman than either 'ſquire Foxchaſe or 
ſquire Tankard, and talks more like one, ay, and 
imells more like one too. His head is ſo prettily dreſt, 
done all upon the top with ſugar, like a froſted cake, 
with three little curls on each fide, that you may ſee 
his ears as plain! and then his hair is done up be- 
hind juſt like a fine lady's, with a little hat, and a pair 
of charming white ſtockings, as neat and as fine as 


any whire-legg' fowl ; and he always carries a great 


ſwingeing Rick in his hand, as big as himſelf, that he 
would knock any dog down with, who was to offer to 
bite-me. A footman indeed ! why Miſs Jeony likes 
him as well as I do, and ſlie ſays all. the fine young 
gentlemen that the ladies in London are fo fond of, 
are juſt ſuch perſons as he is. 
have had him before now, but that folks told me l 
ſhould have a man with a coach; and that, methinks, 
I had rather have, a great deal. 

Good. I am amazed! But Labhor the mercenary 
temper in the gil, worſe than all, — What, child, 
would you have any one with a coach ? Would zou 
have Mr. Achum ? 

Lucy. Yes indeed, would J, for a coach. 


Gocd. Why, he is a cripple, and can ſcarce walk 2. : 


croſs the room. 
Lucy. What ſignifies that ? | 
A 3 3 | Wn 


—Ecod, I ſhould 


. — - - 
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When he in a coach can be carried, 
IF hat need has a man to go? 
That women for coaches are married, 
Pm not ſuch a child but I know. 
But if the poor crippled elf 
In coach be not able to roam, 
Why then I can go by myſelf, 
And he may e en flay at home. 


Enter Bliſter, 

Bl;f. Mr. Goodwill, your humble ſervant. FT 
have rid twelve long miles in little more than an hour, 
I am glad to ſee you fo well; I was afraid, by your 
meſſage | 

Good. That I had wanted your advice, I ſuppoſe. 
Truly, coz, I ſent for you on a better account 
Lucy, this is a relation of yours, you have not ſeen a 
great while; my couſin Bliſter, the apothecary. 

[ 3lifter ſalutes her. 
Lucy. Ola! I hope that great huge man is not to 
be my huſband. | ; 

Bi. My couſin is well grown, and looks healthy, 
What apothecary do you employ ? He deals in good 
drugs, I warrant him. 

Good. Plain wholeſome food and exerciſe are what 
ſhe deals in. 5 
Bliß. Plain wholeſome food is very proper at ſome 
time of the year, with gentle phylic between whales. 

Good. Leive us a little, my dear Lucy, I mult 
talk with your couſin, | | 

Lucy. Yes, Papa, with all my hcart—I hope I 
mall never ſee that great thing again. [ Exits 

Gord. I believe you begin to wonder at my meſſage; 
and will perhaps more, when you know the occaſion 
of it. In ſhort, without more preface, I begin to find 
myſelf going out of the world, and my daughter 
very eager to come into it, I have therefore reſolved 
to ſee her ſettled without farther delay. Wherefore, 
as I can give her a ſufficient competency, I have de- 
termined to marry her to one of my own relations ; 

| | an 
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and have ſent to ſeveral of my kinſmen, of whom ſhe 


ſh-l1 take her choice; and as you are the firſt here, if 
you like my propoſal, you ſhall make the firſt appli- 
cation, | 

Bliſt. With, all my heart, couſin ; and I am very 
much obliged to you: your daughter ſeems an agreea- 
ble young woman, and I have no averſion to marriage. 
But pray, why do you think yourfelf going out of the 
world? Proper care might continue you in it a couſi- 
.derable _ Let me feel your pulſe. , 

Good, To oblige you, tho' I am in very good health, 

Blift. A little feveriſh——1I would adviſe you te 
loſe a little blood, and take an emulſion, with a gen- 
tle emetick and cathartick. 94 


Good. No, no, I will ſend my daughter to you; 


but pray keep your phyſic to yourſelf, dear 215 
; Exit, 
B. This wan is near ſeventy, and, I have heard, 
never took any phyſic in his life, and yet he looks as 
if he had been under the doctor's hands all his life 
time. *Tis ſtrange ; but if I marry his daughter, the 
ſooner he dies, the better. It is an odd whim of his 
to marry her in this manner ; but he 1s very rich, and 
ſo, ſo much, the better What a ſtrange dowdy *tis ! 
No matter, her fortune is never the worſe, I never 
made love in my life. ; 
| Enter Lucy. 
Oh, here comes my miſtreſs: What a plague ſhall 1 
ſay to her? I rever made love in my life. : 

Lucy. Papa has ſent me hither ; but if it was not 
for fear of a boarding - ſchool, I am ſure I would not 
have come; but they ſay I ſhall be whipt there, and 
a huſband cant whip me, let me do what I will; 
that's one good thing, a | 

Blift. Won't you pleaſe to fit down, couſin ? 

Lucy. Ves, thank you, Sir. Since I muſt flay 


with you, I may as well fit down as not. [Ad. 


Bliſt. Pray, couſin, how do you find yourſelf? 
Jug. Find myſelf! my papa finds me—— 


Blifts 
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Blift. Yes, how do you. do? Let me feel your 
| pulſe, How do you ſleep o'nights ? 


Lucy. How ! why ſon.etimes one way, ſometimes 


another, 

Bliſ. But I mean, do you lep without interrup- 
tion? Are you not reſtleſs ? 

Lucy. I tumble and toſs a good deal ſometimes, 

Bliff. Hum ! Pray how long do you uſually fleep ? 

Lucy. About ten or eleven hours. 

Blift, Is your ſtomach good? Do you eat with an 
appetite ? How often do you find in a day avy incli- 
nation to eat ? 


Lucy. Why,-a good many times; but I don't eat 


a great deal, unleſs it be at breakfaſt, dinner, and ſup- 
per, and afternoon! s nunchion. 
Blit. Hum! I find you have at preſent no abſolute 
need of an apothecary. 
Lucy. I am glad to hear that—I wiſh he was gone 
with all my heart, [ Afides 
Bliſt. I ſuppoſe, confin, your father has mentioned 
to you the affair I am come upon ; may I-hope you 
will comply with him, in making me the happieſt 
man upon earth? 
Lucy. You need not aſk me, you know I muſt do 
what he bids me. 
Blift. May I then hope you will make me your 
huſband ? 
Lc. I muſt do what he'll have me. 
Biift. What makes you cry, Miſs ? Pray tell me 
what is the matter, 
Lucy. No, you will be angry with me, if I tell 
ou. 
F Dliſ. 1 angry ! it is not in my power, I can't be 
angry with you; J am to be afraid of your anger, not 
you of mine: 1 muſt not be angry with you, whatever 
you do. 


Lucy, What, muſt not you be angry, let me 9 


what I will ? 
Bi. No, my dear, 
4 . Lucy, 
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Lucy, Why then, by Goles! I will tell you =——- 
T hate you, and I can't abide you. [ They riſe. 

Blift, What have I done to deſerve your hate? 

Lucy. You have done nothing ; but you are fuch 
a great ugly thing, I can't bear to look at you; and 
if my Papa was to lock me up for a twelve-month, I 
ſhould hate you ſtill, 

Blif/, Did not you tell me juſt now, you would 
make me your huſband ? | | 

Lucy, Yes, ſo I will fer all that. 


Ah, be not angry, good dear Si, 
Nor do not tell Papa; 

For though I can't abide you, Sir, 
I,], you =— O la ? 


B. Well, my dear, if you can't abide me, I can't 
help that, nor you can't help it; and if you will not 
tell your father, I aflure you I will not; beſides, my 
dear, as for liking me, do not give yourſelf any trou- 
ble about that, it is the very beſt ceaſon for marrying 
me; no lady now marries any one but whom ſhe hates; 
hatiny one anotker is the chief end of matrimony. Ir 
is what moſt couples do before they are married, and 

all after it, I fancy you have not a right notion of a 

married life, I ſuppoſe you imagine we are to be 
fond, and kiſs, and hug one another as long as we 
live, | 

Lucy. Why, an't we? 

Bliſt. Ha, ha, ha! An't we! no! How ignorant it is! 
[4/idc.] Marrying is nothing but living in the ſame 
houſe together, and going by the ſame name; while I 
am following my buſineſs, you will be following your 
pleaſure; ſo that we ſhall rarely meet but at meals, 
and then we are to ſit at oppoſite ends of the table, 
and make faces at each other, | 

Lucy. I ſhall like that prodigiouſſy Ah, but there 
is one thing though, — an't we to lie together ? | 

Bliſt. A fortnight, no longer. SS A 

Lucy. A fortnight] that's a long time; but it will 
be over. Bi. 


ro THE VIRGIN 


BI. Ay, and then you may have any one elſe. 

Lucy. May 1? then Vil have Mr. Thomas, by 
goles! Why this is pure, la! they told me other ſto- 
ries. Ithought when I had been married, I muſt have 
ne ver liked any one but my buſband, and if thas] ſhould, 


he would kill me; but I thought one thing though - 


with myſelf, that I could like another man without 
letting him know it, and then a fig for him. 

Bl. Ay, ay, they tell children ſtrange ſtories; I 
warrant they have told you, you muſt be governed by 
your huſband, x 

Lucy. My Papa tells me ſo. | 

B!;/?. But all the married women in England will 
tel you another ſtory, 

Lacy. So they have already, for they ſay I muſt not 
be govern'd by a huſband ; and they ſay another thing 
too, that you will tell me one ſtory before marriage, 
and another afterwards, for that marriage alters a man 
prodigiouſly. 

Bliſ. No, child, I ſhail be Juſt the ſame creature 
Jam now, uvlcſs in one circumſtance; I fhall have a 
huge pair of horns upon my head. 5 

Lucy. Shall you ! that's pure, ha, ha! What a com- 
cal figure you will make! But how will you make c 
grow ? 

Blip. It is you that will make 'em grow. 

Lucy. Shall I ? by gol:s! then I'll do't as ſoon as 
ever J can; for I long to ſee em! Do, tell me how I 
ſhall doit ' | . 

Bliſi. Every other man you kiſs, I ſhall have a pair 
of horns grow. | 

Lucy, By goles, then you ſhall have horns enow 3 
but I ee you are a joking me now. 


Ab, Sir, I gueſs, 
TD are a fibbing creature. 
Bliſt. Becauſe, dear Miſs, 
Tous know not human nature. 


Lucy, 
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Lucy. Married men, I'll be ſavorn, 


I bawe ſeen without horn. 
Bliſt. Ab, child ! yeu want art to unlock it: 
The ſecret here lies, 
Men now are ſo wiſe, 
They carry their horns in their pocket, 


Lucy. But you ſhall wear yours on your head, for 1 
ſhall like 'em better than any other thing about you. 

Blift, Well then, Miſs, I may depend upon you, 

Lucy. And may I depend upon you ? 

Bli}t. Yes, my dear. 

Lucy. Ah, but don't call me ſo; I hate you ſhould 
call me ſo. 

Blif. Oh; child, all married people call one another 
my ones let 'em hate one another as much as they 
will. 

Lucy. Do they? Well then, my dear—Hum, I 
think there is not any great matter in the word, nei- 
ther, : | 

Blift. Why, amongſt your fine 8 is ſcarce 
any meaning in any thing they ſay. Well, Pll go to 
your papa, and tell him we have agreed upon matters, 
2nd have the wedding inſtantly. 

Lucy. The ſooner the better. 

Bli;ft. Your ſervant, my pretty dear. [ Exit. 
| Lucy. Your fervant, my dear. Naſty, greaſy, ugly 
fellow, Well, marriage is a charming thing though, 
I long to be married more than ever I did for any 
thing in my life; ſince I am to govern, Dll warrant 
n do it purely. By goles, Pll make him know who 
is at home — Let me ſee, Pl! practiſe a little, Sup. 
poſe that chair was my huſband ; aud ecod ! by all I 
can find, a chair is as proper fora huſband as any thing 
elſe ; now ſays my huſband to me, How do 


my dear? Lard! my dear, I don't know. kw 1 do ! 


not the better for you; Pray, my dear, let us dine 
early to-day, Indeed, my dear, I can't. -Do you 
intend to go abroad to day ? No, my dear! Then you 


Lucy, | will Cay at home; No, my dear | Shall we ride out? 
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No, my dear! Shall we go a viſiting ? No, my dear 


Iwill never do any thing I am bid, that I am re- 

ſolved ; and then Mr, Thomas, O good! I am out of 
my wits, | 

d . Enter Coupee. 

Heyday ! what fine gentleman is this ? 

Corp. Couſin, your moſt obedient, and devoted 
humble ſervant, 

Lucy. I find this is one of your fine gentry, by his 
not having any meaning in his words. 

Coup. J have not the honour to be known to you, 
couſin; but your father has been ſo kind to give me 
admiſſion to your fair hands, 

Lucy, O Gemini Cancer ! What a fine charming 
man this 1s ! 

Coup, My name, Madam, is Coupee; and I have 
the honour to be a dancing-maſter. 

Lucy, Andare you come to teach me to dance ? 

Coup. Yes, my dear, I am come to teach you a very 
pretty dance, Did you never learn to dance ? 


Lucy. No, Sir, not I, only Mr. Thomas taught 


me, one, two, three. 

Coup. That is a very great fault in your education, 
and it will be a great happineſs for you to amend it, 
by having a dancing-maſter-for your huſband. 

Lucy. Yes, Sir, but I am not to have a dancing- 
maſter my Papa ſays, I am to have a nally ſtinking 
apothecary. | | | 

Coup. Your Papa ſays! What ſignifies what your 
Papa ſays ? 

Lacy. What, muſt I not mind what my Papa ſays ? 


Coup. No, no, you are to follow your own inclina- 


tions, 1 think if ſhe has any eyes, I may venture 


to truſt em. [ 4/ide.)] Your father is a very comical 


queer old feliow, a very, odd kind of a filly fellow, 


and you ought to laugh at him. I aſk pardon though 


for my freedom. 2 | 
Lucy. You need not aſk my pardon, for I am not 


at all angry; for between you and I, I think him as 


| odd, 


_ OO. . 
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| odd, queer a fellow, as you can do for your life, I 
| hope you wont tell him what I ſay. 0 


Conp. I tell him! I hate him for his barbarous 


| uſage of you ; to lock up a young lady of beauty, wit 


and ſpirit, without ever ſuffering her to learn to dance! 
Why, Madam, not learning to dance, is abſolute ruin 
toa young lady. I ſuppoſe he took care enough you 
ſhould learn to read. \ 

Lucy. Yes, I can read very well; and write a letter 
too. 

Coup. Ay, there it is; why now, that's more than 
I can do. All parents take care to inſtruct their chil. 
dren in low mechanical things, while the genteel ſci- 
ences are neglected. Forgive me, Madam, at leaft 
if I throw myſelf at your feet, and vow never to riſe 
till lifted up with the elevating fire of your ſmiles, 

Lucy. Lard, Sir! I don't know what to ſay to theſe 
fine things He's a pure man. | [ Hd. 

Coup. Might I hope te obtain the leaft ſpark of 
your love, the leaſt ſpark, Madam, would blow up a 
flame in me, that nothing ever could quench. O 
hide thoſe lovely eyes, nor dart their fiery rays upon 
me, leſt I am conſumed.— Shall I hope you will 
think on me ? g 

Lucy. I ſhall think of you more than I will let you 

Coup. Will you not anfwer me ? 

Hows La ! you make me bluſh ſo, I know not what 
to lay. £9 br ; a 

Coup. Ay, chat is from not having learnt to dance; 


a dancing-maſter would have cured her of that. Let 


me teach you what to ſay, that I may hope you will 
condeſcend to make me your huſband. | 
Lucy. No, I won't ſay that, but —if you'll wait a 
fortnight =— f | 
Coup. A fortnight! bid me live to the age of 
YO Mr. What's-his-name, the oldeſt man that ever 
ved?” | 
Lic. Mr. Methuſalem. 
| B ; Coup 
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Coup. — Aye, you're right, Mr. Jeruſalem five a 
fortnight after you are married! No, unleſs you re- 
ſolve to have me, I will reſolve to put an end to my- 
Lac. O do not do that; but indeed I never can 
hate you; and the apothecary ſays no woman marries 
an} man ſhe does not hate. l 5 
Coup, Ha, ha, ha! Such mean fellows as thoſe 
every fine lady muſt hate; but when they marry fine 
gentlemen, they love them as long as they live. 
Lucy. O but I would not have you think I love you. 
I aflure you I don't love you; I have been told I muſt 
not tell any: man I love him. I don't love you, indeed 
/ ein nn i 5D 
Coup. But may I not hope you will? 
Lucy. Lard, Sir, I can't help what you hope; it 
is equal to me what you hope. Miſs Jenny ſays, I 
muſt always give mylelf airs to a man I like. [ Af. 
Coup. Hope, Madam, atleaſt, you may allow me; 
the cruelleſt of your ſex, the greateſt tyrants deny not 
hope. | $247: tat Ty} : 
Lucy. I won't give you the leaſt crumb of hope, 
Hope indeed! what do you take me for ? I Il aſſure 
you ! No, I would not give you the leaſt bit of hope, 
tho' I was to ſee you die before my face,—ltis a pure 
thing to give one's ſelf airs. [ A/ide; 
Coup. Since nothing but my death will content you, 
you ſhall be ſatisfied even at that price, [ Palll out His 
Att.] Ha! curſed kitt! I have no other inſtrument of 
death about me than a ſword, which won't draw, 


But I have thought of a way; within the orchard, _ 


there is an apple-tree 5 there, there, Madam! you 
thall ſee me hanging by the neck, dingle, dangle. 
There ſhall you ſee your dancing-maſter die, 

As Bateman hang'd for love —e'en ſo will IJ. 
Tuc. O ſtay !——La!' Sir, you're ſo haſly——— 
Muſt I tell you the firſt time I ſee you; Miſs Jenny 
Flant-it has been courted theſe two years by half a 
dozen men, and nobody knows which ſhell have yet; 


— 


and 
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and muſt not I be courted at all ? I will be courted: 
indeed ſo I will. ; 

Corp. And ſo you ſhall; I will court you after we 
are married, 

Lucy. But will you indeed ? | 

Cup. Yes indeed; but if I ſhould not, there are 
others enough that will, | | 

Lucy, But I did not think married women had ever 
been courted though, — 

Coufes That's all owing to your not Farnirg to 
dance! Why there are abundance of women who war- 
ry for no other reaſon, as there areTeveral men who 
never court any but married women, | 

Lucy. Well then, I don't much care if I do marry 
you; but hold, there is one thing—-—vut that does 
not much ſignify, | 

Coup, What 15 it, mv dear ? Ss 

Lucy. Only I promifed the apothecary juſt now; 
that's all, CE 

Coup, Well, fhall I fly then, and put every thing in 
readineſs ? 3 | | 

Lucy. Ay, do; I'm ready, 

Coup, One kiſs before I go, my diareft angel; and 
now one, two, three, and away. [ Ext. 

Lucy, Oh dear, ſweet man! he's as handſome as an 
angel, and as fine as a lord. He is handſomer than 
Mr. Thomas, and ecod! almoſt as well dreſt. I fee 
row Why my father would never let me learn to dance, 
For, by goles! if all dancing maſters be ſuch fine men 
as this, q wonder every woman does not dance away 
with one, . 

Oh, Beau charming my life will be, 
When marriage has made me a fine lady! 
In chariot, fix horſes and diam nds bright, 
In Flanders lace and *broidery clothes, 
O how Pi] flame it among the beaux! 
In bed all the day, at cards all the night, 
O how Til revel the hours away / 
Sing it, and dance it, coquet it, and play; 
| | B 2 | Wh 
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Coup, Aye, you're right, Mr. Jeruſalem lire a 
fortnight after you are married! No, unleſs you re- 
ſolve to have me, I will reſolve to put an end to my- 
lll... * | 

Lucy. O do not do that; but indeed I never can 
hate you; and the apothecary ſays no woman marries 
an} man ſhe does not hate. 5 

Coup, Ha, ha, ha ! Such mean fellows as thoſe 
every fine lady muſt hate; but when they marry fine 
gentlemen, they love them as long as they live. 
Lucy. O but I would not have you think I love you. 
I aſſure you I don't love you; I have been told I muſt 
not tell any man I love him. I don't love you, indeed 
J don't. . ny 

Coup. But may I not hope you will ? 

Lucy, Lard, Sir, I can't help what you hope; it 
is equal to me what you hope. Miſs Jenny ſays, I 
muſtalways give mylelf airs to a man I like. [ Afide. 
Coup. Hope, Madam, at leaſt, you may allow me; 
the cruelleſt of your ſex, the greateſt tyrants deny not 
hope. | Ste) | 

Lucy. J won't give you the leaſt crumb of hope.— 
Hope indeed! what do you take me for ? Ill aſſure 
you ! No, I would not give you the leaſt bit of hope, 
tho' I was to ſee you die before my face.—lt is a pure 
thing to give one's ſelf airs. [ A/ide; 

Coup. Since nothing but my death will content you, 
you ſhall be ſatisfied even at that price, [ Palli out his 
Lett.] Ha! curſed kitt! I have no other inſtrument of 
death about me than a ſword, which won't draw, 
But I have thought of a way; within the orchard, 
there is an apple-tree ; there, there, Madam! you 
mall ſee me hanging by the neck, dingle, dangle. 

There ſhall you ſee your dancing-maſter die, 
As Bateman hang'd for love—cen ſo will I. 

Lucz. O ſtay —— La] Sir, you're ſo haſly——— 
Muſt I tell you the firſt time I ſee you ; Miſs Jenny 
Flant-it has heed courted theſe two years by half a 


dozen men, and nobody knows which ſhe'Il have yet; 
4 and 
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and muſt not I be courted at all? I will be courted: 
indeed ſo I will, 

Coup. And fo you ſtall; I will court you after we 
are married, 

Lucy. But will you indeed ? 

Cup. Yes indeed; but if I ſhouid not, there are 
others enough that will, 

Lacy. But i did not think married women had ever 
been courted though, : 

Coufes That's all owing to your not Hearnirvg to 
dance ! Why there are abundance of women who war- 
ry for no other reaſon, as there areTeveral men who 
never court any but married women. 

Lucy. Weil then, I don't much care if 1 do marry 
you; but hold, there is one thing— —but that does 
n>t much ſignify, 

Coup, What 15 it, mv dear ? 

Lucy. Only I promiſed the apothecary juſt now; 
that's all, 8 

Coup. Well, ſhall I fly then, and put every thing in 
readineſs ? 2 

Lucy. Ay, do 5 I'm ready, 

Coup, One kiſs before I go, my diareft angel; and 
now one, two, three, and away. [ Exif. 

Lucy, Oh dear, ſweet man! he's as handſome as an 
angel, and as fine as a lord. He is handſomer than 
Mr. Thomas, and ecod ! almoſt as well dreſt. I fee 
row Why my father would never let me learn to dance. 
For, by goles! if all dancing maſters be ſuch fine mer 
as this, 4 wonder every woman does not dance away 
with one, 

Oh, how charming my life auill be, 
When marriage has made me a fine lady ! 
In chariot, fix horſes and diam nds bright, 
In Flanders lace and 'broidery clothes, | 
O how Pi] flame it among the beaux! 
In bed all the day, at cards all the night, 
O how Til rewel the hours away ! © 
Sing it, and dance it, coguet it, and play; 
B 2 . uh 
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With feafting, toaſting, jefiing, roa ſting, 


Rantum, ſcantum, flanting, jaunting, 


Laughing at all the world can ſay. 
Oh la! what's here? another beau! 


Enter Quaver. - - 


Qua. Madam, your ſervant, I ſuppoſe my cou fis 
Goodall has told you of the happineſs he deſigns me, 
Lucy, No, Sir, my papa has not told me any thing 

about you. Who are you pray 
Qua, I have the honour of being a diſtant relation 
of yours, and I hope to be a nearer one, My name 
1s Quaver, madam ; I have the honour to teach ſome 
of the firſt quality to ſing. | 

Lucy. And are you come to teach me to ſing ? 

Quav. 1 like her deſire to learn to ſing ; it is a 
proof of an excellent underflanding. LA.] Yes, 
madam, I will be proud to teach you any thing in 
my power ; and do believe I ſhall not yield to any 

one in the ſcience of ſinging. | . 

' Lucy. Well, and I ſhall be glad to learn; for I have 
been told 1 have a. tolerable voice, only I don't know 
the notes. "ks | n 

Puav. That, madam, may, be acquired, a voice 
cannot ; a voice muſt be the gift of nature, and it is 
the greateſt gift nature can beflow. All other per- 
fections, without a voice, are nothing at all. Muſic 
is allowed by all wiſe men to be the nobleſt of the 
ſciences: whoever knows muſic, knows every thing. 
| Lucy, Come then, begin to teach me, for I long to 
learn. 6 | 

Puav. But at preſent I have ſomething of a df 
ferent nature to ſay to ou. | 

Lucy. What have you to ſay ? 


Quay, Deare# charmer ! 
Will you then bid me tel! 
What you diſcern ſo well, 
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By my expiring fighs, © 
© a doating es, 
y doating eyes, 
| Look thro ili inſtructiut grove, 
Each object promtts to Iowe ; 
All nature tells you what ÞP"d ſay. 


Lucy. O charming ! delightful! 
2uay, May I hope you'll grant 
Lucy, Now you ſhall hear my ſong, Is 


As 1 was a walking one morning in May, 

T heard a young damſel to figh and to ſay, | 
My true love = left m, leb, but yefterday 
He took his leave of me, and ſo went away. 


The very next time that 1 did him fee, 


. He wowed to be conſtant, be conflant to me: 


1 aſd him his name, and he made this reply, | 


EC 
Says he, if you'll <ved me, pray tell me your mind. 


A huſband li make jou both leving and kind ; 
And now to the church, my deer, let us repair, © 
Neer mind your F, A, TH, E, X. 


- 


My fathe''s poſieſe'd of nine hundred a year, 


And I am his daugbier and only heir. | 
Not a farthing of fortune bell give me, I fear, 
Hf I marry with J, O. U, my dear. 


They went to the church, and were married, ther 


Jay, 
And æuent to the father the wery ſame day, - 


Saying, Honcred father, we tell unto thee, 
That aw re M, A, R, R, , E, D. | 

With that the old codger began for !o arr ; 
Yuu\we married my daughter ard ul; ler: 


But fince 7. 75/0, tout 1 comply, 


: With Tr, J. M,. O, 7 H, 4 I 
Lax. Another fong, and JI do any hing? 


- 0 225 
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With feafting, taſting, jefling, roa ſting, 
Rantum, ſcantum, flanting, jaunting, 
Laughing at all the world can ſay. 


Oh la! what's here? another beau! 


Enter Quaver. — a 


Druav, Madam, your ſervant. I ſuppoſe my cou ſix 
Goodall has told you of the happineſs he deſigns me, 

Lucy, No, Sir, my papa has not told me any thing 
about you, Who are you pray ? 
Qua, I have the honour of being a diſtant relation 
of yours, and I hope to be a nearer one. My name 
is Quaver, madam ; I have the honour to teach ſome 
of the firſt quality to ſing, 

Lucy. And are you come to teach me to ſing ? 

Qua. I like her deſire to learn to ſing ; it is 2 
proof of an excellent underflanding. LAV. Yes, 
madam, I will be proud to teach you any thing in 
my power ; and do believe I ſhall not yield to any 
one in the ſcience of ſinging. | : 
' Lucy. Well, and I ſhall be glad to learn; for I have 
been told I have a tolerable voice, only I don't know 
the notes. oy | 

Puav. That, madam, may be acquired, a voice 
cannot; a voice muſt be the gitt of nature, and it is 
the greateſt gift nature can beftow, . All other per- 
- factions, without a voice, are nothing at all. Muſic 
is allowed by all wiſe men to be the nobleſt of the 
ſciences : whoever knows muſic, knows every thing, 

Lucy. Come then, begin to teach me, for J long to 
learn. | | 

Puav. But at preſent I have ſomething of a dit 

ferent nature to ſay to you. | 
Lucy. What have you bo ſay ? 


Quay, Deare# charmer /! 
Will you then bid me tell 
What you diſcern ſo well, 


UNMASKED, 
By my expiring fighs, 


ly doating Ses, 
My doating eyes, 
| Look thro i} inflruftive grow, 
Each object promtts to lowe ; 
All nature tells you what Pd ſay. 


Lucy. O charming ! delightful! 
2uay, May I hope you'll grant 
Lucy, Now you ſhall hear my ſong, 


As T wwas a walking one morning in May, 

1 heard a young damſel to figh and to ſay, 

My true love * left m, 'twvas but yeſterday 
He took his leave of me, and ſo went axway. 


The very next time that I did him ſec, 

Ae vewed to be conſtant, be conflant to me : 
I'd him his name, and he made this reply, 
tis J, MOT, H, YL 3 


Says he, if youll cued me, pray tell me your mind, 
A huſband Tll make you both leving and kind ;; 


And now to the church, my dear, let us repair, 
Neer mind your F, A, TH, E, R. 


My fatle'*s poſeſs"d of nine hundred à year, 
And I am his daughter and only heir. 

Not a farthing of fortune be'll giwe me, I Far, 
Hf I marry with J, O. U, my dear. 


Thiy went to the church, and avere married, 21 
ay , 2 

And æuent to the father the wery ſame day, 

Saying, Homured father, we tell unto thee, 

That wire M, A, R, R, , E, D. 

With that the old cbelger began fbr 'o Ha, 

Youwe married my daughtcr ard ly left 

But fince it is fo, tout 1 comply, 

Biih T, i; M, O, . I, } 3 


Ter. Another fong, and 1 do any hing? 
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Quay, Deareft creature, 
Pride of nature? 
All your glances 
Give me trances. 
Deare}t, ec. 
uad. May I hope you'll be mine? 
Lucy. Will you charm me ſo every day? 
2uav. And every night too, my angel. 
Enter Coupee. | 
Coup. Heyday! what do I ſee? my miſtreſs in 
another man's arms?—Sir will you do me the favour to 
tell me what buſineſs you have with that lady? 
Duav. Pray, Sir, be fo good as to tell me what buſi- 
neſs you have to aſk? - 
Coup. Sir ! 
Qua. Sir! | 
Coup. Sir, this lady is my miftreſs. 
Duav. | beg to be excuſed for that, Sir. 
Coup. Sir ! | 
9Quav. Sir! | 
Coup. Excu/e me, Sir; z0unds, what d'ye mean 
| 1 hofe you don't girve me the lye. 
Quay. Sir, yon miftake me quite and clean; 
Tideed, good Sir, not J. | 
Coup. Zounds, Sir, if you had, I'd been mad; 
But Pm very glad that you don't. 
Quav. Do you challenge me, Sir ? 
Coup. Not J. indeed, Sir? 
Quav. Indeed, Sir, I'm very glad oni. 
Lucy. Pray, gentlemen, what's the matter ? I be- 
feech you ſpeak to me, one of you. 
Coup. Have I not reaſon ? Did not I find you in his 
arms? 
Quad. And have I not reaſun ? Did not he ſay you 
was his miſtreſs, to my face? 
Lucy. Did mortal &er fee two ſuch fools ? + 
For nothing they are going to fight ; 
1 begin to find men are but tools, 
And both with a whiſper {I bite, 


© 
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With you Jam ready to go, Sir, 2 
PII give other fool a rebuff; [To Coupee, 
Stay you but a fortnight, or fo, Sir , 
I warrant I'll graut you enough. [To Quaver» 
Puav. Damnation! 5 
Coup. Hell and confuſion ! [They draw, Lucy runs ont. 
Enter Bliſter. 

Blifter. For heaven's ſake, gentlemen ! what's the 
motter ? I profeſs I am afraid you are both diſordered. 
Pray, Sir, give me leave to feel your pulſe ; I with 
you are not light-headed. 

Enter Goodwill. 

Good. Heyday ! What are you fencing here, gen- 
tlemen ? | 

Blip. * quotha! they have almoſt fenced 
me out of my ſenſes, I am ſure. 

Coup. I ſhall take another time. | 

Luav. Aud fo ſhall I. 

Good. I hope there is no anger between you. You 
are ncarer relations than you imagine to each other,— 
Mr. Quaver, you was ſent out of England young ; 
and you, Mr. Coupee, have lived all your life-time in 


London: but I aſſure you, you are couſin-germans ;_ 


let me introduce you to each other, 

2uavy. Dear couſin Coupee! 

Bt. It's but a blow and a kiſs with theſe ſparks, I 
find, | 


Coup. I thought there was ſomething about him I 


could not hurt. 

Good. Here is another relation too, whom you do 
not know. This is Mr. Bliſter, ſon to your uncle 
Bliſter the apothecary. yy 

Coup. J hope you will excuſe our ignorance, ' 

Blift. Yes, couſin, with all my heart, fince there is 
no harm come on't ; but if you will take my advice, 
you ſhall both immediately loſe ſome blood, and I will 
order each of you a little gentle phyſie. 

Good. Gentlemen, I ſent for you on a very particu- 
lar affair. In ſhort, I have reſolved to diſpoſe of my 

| davghter 


* 
- 
1 — — — —— —— —ñ—— — — 


20 THE VIRGIN 


daughter to one of my refations ; and if you ſhould 
happen to be her choice [To Quarer. 

Blit. That's e for ſhe has promiſed me al- 
ready. | 

Coup. And me, 

Qua. And me. 

Good. Her own choice muſt determine; and if that 
falls upon you, Mr. Bliſter, I muſt inſiſt on your leay- 
ing off your trade, and living here with me. 

Blifl. No, Sir, I cannot conſent to leaving off my 
trade. 

Good. Pray, gentlemen, is not the requeſt reaſonable? 

© uaver and Coupce. Oh, certainly, certainly, 

Coup. Ten thouſand pounds to an apothecary, 
indeed! + 

Qua. Not leave off his trade! 

Coup. If I had been an apothecary, I believe I 
ſhould not have made many words. 

Good. I dare {wear you will not couſin, if ſhe ſhould 
make choice of you. 

Coup. There is ſome difference though between 
us; mine is a genteel profeihon, and I ſhall not leave 
it off on any account. 

Good. Vil be judged by Mr. Quaver here, who has 
been abroad and ſeen the world, 

Qua. Very reaſonable, very Teaſonable—This 
man, I ſee, bas excellent ſenſe, and can diftinguiſh 
between arts and ſciences. 

God. I am confident it «ould not be eaſy to prevail 
on you to continue the zidiculous ait of teaching peo- 
ple to ſing. 

Juav. Ridiculous art of teaching to ſing ! Do you 
call muſie an art, which is the nobleſt of all ſciences“ 
I thought you a man of ſenſe, but I find 

Coun And I find too. | 

Blas. And ſo do I, No man need be aſhamed 
of marrying his daughter to a practitioner of phy fic, 
Without phyſicians, who would know when he was 
well? | N wp» 


» wo ws wot 
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Coup. If it was not for dancing-maſters, men might 
as well walk upon their heads, as their heels. 

Quawv. And if it was not for finging-maſters, they 
might as well have been all born dumb. 

Good. Ha! Confuſion ! What do I ſee! my daugh 
ter in the hands of that fellow. 4 

Enter Lucy and Mr. Thomas, 

Lucy. Pray, papa, give me your bteffing: I hope 
you won't be angry with me, but I am married to Mr. 
Thomas! 

Good. Oh, Lucy, Lucy! is this the return you make 
to my fatherly fondneſs ? | 

Lucy. Dear paps, forgive me, I wont do ſo any more, 
»—— Indeed I ſhould have been perjur'd, if I had not 
had him. — And I had not had him neither, but that 
he met me when I was frightened, and did not know 
what I did. | | | 

Good. To marry a footman,! : 

Tho, Why, look ye, Sir, I am a footman, tis true, 
but I have good acquaintance in life, I have kept 
very good company at the hazard - table; and when [I 


have other clothes on, and money in my pock- 


et, they will be very gled to ſee me again; and | truſt 
that, by my future conduR, I ſhall not prove myſelf 
totally unworthy your regard, 

Good. Ha! thou talkeſt like a pretty ſenſible fellow; 


and I don't know whether my daughter bas not made 


a beiter choice, than ſhe could have done among 
her booby relations. I ſhall ſuſpend my judgment at 
preſent, and paſs it hereafter, according to your beha- 


-viour, 


Tho. I will try to deſerve it ſhould be in my favour, ' 
Good. Well, I am now convinced, *tis leſs difficult 
to raiſe a fortune, than to find one wort hy to inherit it. 
B I 1 EA. 8 
Had your daughter been phyſfictd cuell, Sir, as ſhe ought, 
With bleeding and bliſt' ring, and vomit, and draught, 


This footman had newer been once in her ongbt, 
With bis Down, down, SW. 
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Cover. 
Had pretty Misa been at a dancing ſchool bred, 


Had her feet but becn taught the right manner to tread, 


God's curſe ! *twould have put better things in her head, 
Than his Down, down, Oe. 


QVUaAaveR. 
Had he learnt, like fine ladies, inflead of her praycriy 
To languiſh and die at Italian e airs, 
A feotman had n ever thus tickled her ears, 
With his Down, down, Sc. 


Lucy. | 
You may phy ſic, and mufic, and dancing enlance, 
In tne I have got them all three by good chance; 
My doctor he'll be, and he'll 9 me to dance, 
With his Down, down, c. 


Let not a poor farce, then, nice critics purſut, 
But like ho neft-hearted goed natur*d men do, 
And clip to pleaſe us, who have ſweat to pliaſe eu, 
With our Down, down, &c. 
| CHoRVsS, 
Tet not a poor farce, then, &C, 
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Had pretty Mi/; been at a dancing-/chool bred, | 
Had her feet but becn taught the right manner to trend, 

God's curſe ! *twould have put better things in her head, 
- * Than his Down, down, Oe. B ä 

„ 

Mad ſbe learnt, like fine ladies, inſſead of her praycrs, 

To languiſh and die at Italian /of? airs, - | 


- i footman had n ever thus tickled her ear ts ; 
With bis Down, down, Oc. 


; Lucy. 47 

You may pbyſic, and mufic, and dancing 1mhance, 

In ene 1 have got them all three by good chance; © 

My doctor he'll be, and he'll — me to dance, 
With his Down, down, &c. 


Let not a poor farce, then, nice critics purſut, 
But like ho neft-hearted good natur d men do, 
And clip to pleaſs us, who have ſweat to plegſc. you, 
"With our Down, down, Cc. 
TCTno vs. 


1 
Tet not a poor furce, then, &c. 


